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COSTUME. 

General— Flowered  dressing  gown,  blue  military  trowser 
red  stripe,  &c  1 

Arthur— Blue  blouse  and  trowsera,  Frenah  cap.  S*non 
dress — Dress  coat,  trowsera,  &c. 

Mildew-Modern  long  frock  coat,  light  waistcoat,  brow 
trowsera,  shoes,  and  black  stockings 
Joseph—  Blue  blouse,  grey  trowsers.speckledstockings,  s.ioo 

Mrs.  Manly— Flowered  dress,  white  old  woman’s  cap,  &c. 
Bliza — Plain  muslin  dress, 

w^ft^satln ^ifirh  n  PuCe satin  ro^®»  trimmed  with  swansdow 


THE  YOUNG  SCAMP. 


SCENE  I.— A  Chamber,  neatly  furnished.  Door  in  F. 
Doors  R.  H.  and  L.  H. 

Mrs.  Manly,  Arthur  Beauvoir,  and  Eliza,  discovered • 
Mrs.  M  knitting  —  Arthur  taking  her  portrait  in  crayon s— 
Eliza  looking  over  him.  Mrs.  M.  moves  in  her  ohair. 

Irih.  One  mom-nt,  m3  dear  madam.  I’m  uot  quite  satis- 

lied  witli  lour  nose.  . 

Mrs.  M.  Nonsense!  You’ve  been  long  enough  about  it,  I  m 

sure.  ... 

Eli.  Pray  have  a  little  more  patience,  grandma.  It  will 

soon  be  finished. 

Arth.  Yes— in  another  sitting  or  two. 

Mrs.  M.  Another  silting  or  two  !  [ Starts  np.\  1  sit  no 
longer — witn  my  mouth  op  n,  and  my  nose  cocked  in  the  air  . 
No,  no  —  it  won’t  suit  my  time  of  lile. 

Eli.  But,  dear  grandmama — s^e  what  a  smile  Mr*  Arthut 
has  given  you.  [ Coaxmgly .]  Besides,  we  ought  to  avail  our¬ 
selves  of  the  opp  utuni.y — we  may  not  always  have  an  artist, 
willing  to  paint  you. 

Mrs.  M.  Nothing  should  have  induced  mo  to  undergo  it 
now,  but  that  I  thought  my  pet  would  like  some  remembrance 
of  his  grandmother,  woen  she  was  gone.  Yet  Mr.  Arthur  is  a 
good  joung  man — well  conducted — always  at  work  [iSiy/uv.]— 
Ah,  what  a  difference  between  you  and  my  Joseph  !  He’s  al¬ 
ways  running  about  the  streets.  Mr,  Mildew  says  he’ll  come 

to  a  bad  end.  _ 

Eli.  You  ought  not  to  listen  to  Mr.  Mildew,  grandma.  He 
hates  mv  brother — that  causes  him  to  play  bim  so  many  tricks. 
Arth.  [Laughs.]  Ha,  ha! 

Mrs.  M.  it’s  uo  laughing  matter.  At  his  age  he  ought  to 
earn  his  living-but  he's  <00  fond  of  play.  What  an  example 
Cie  has  in  his  sister—  [Pointing  to  Eliza.)— she  is  always  at 

work.  So  prudent,  too  !  The  admiration  of  everybedy - 

Arth.  She  is  an  angel  !  [Shout  without.] 

Mrs.  M.  Ho#  different  from  that - * 

Mildew  [ Without ,  c  ]  B.ackgua.d,  Joseph!  [He  enters, 

3  E.  i.  u.) 
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Mrs,  M.  Mr.  Mi  dew  ! 

MU  Good  da)1,  madam — glad  to  see  yen,  miss — sen  ant, 
sir.  [To  Mrs.  M  ]  I  tb  ugiil  to  ha*e  found  you  ili  in  bed. 
Times  are  bad  —  weather  wor  e.  Rain  one  day— sunshine  the 
next.  Thank.  you — you  don’t  ask — but  I'm  dying  — can’t  live 
—  Fate  won’t  let  me. 

Arth.  [To  Eliza.]  What  is  be  talking  aboat  ?  No  one  has 
spoken  to  him. 

Wild.  [Looking  at  portrait.]  A  picture!  Not  a  bit  like 
you  Too  handsome  — nothing  but  smiles.  Where  a>e  t  ie 
fi owns  ?  Hid  under  the  paint.  I  suppose  ?  Tbat’s  flattery  ! 
Piunters  all  do  it.  There’s  a  nose  he  has  given  you — a  p®i  lect 
Grecian.  Now  every  bodv  knows  yours  is  a  decided  blob. 

Arth  [ Smiting .  Aside. ]  Bear  ! 

Md.  Bah  !  I  hate  such  vanity.  It’s  only  done  to  wheedle 
more  money  from  you. 

Eli.  Mr.  Arthnr  is  the  painter,  sir. 

M  l.  Is  he  ?  More  shame  for  him,  to  paint  an  old  woman 
of  seventy  with  the  face  of  a  giil  of  seventeen. 

Arth  Sir  ! 

Mil.  You  are  offended,  of  course  ?  To  be  sure  you  are. 
Truth  to  poets  and  painters  is  an  opaqae  cloud  —  an  impene¬ 
trable  fog  that  they  iose  themselves  in.  Stick  to  nature.  If 
you  paint  a  devil,  don't  foiget  his  .ail 

A tth.  Ynu  a  e  too  severe,  sir,  and  should  make  some  al¬ 
lowance  for  imagination - 

Mil.  Tr.ere  ii  is — imagination  *  That’s  the  rock  you  ail 
strik  •  on  That  portrait's  all  imagination — no  reality — all 
smirks  and  smiles.  There  stands  the  original — all  crinkles 
and  frowns,  Thai’s  imagination,  eh  ?  and  a  pretty  wide 
stretoh,  too. 

I'Ai.  How  very  uugallanl  you  are  this  morning. 

■Mil.  Gallant!  That’s  ano  her  sort  of  imagination,  used  as  & 
trap  to  snare  the  weak  and  frivo’ous.  My  dear  young  lady, 
whenever  a  man  wbispe-g  gallant  things  to  you,  say - - 

Eli.  Wit  at  ? 


MU.  Humbug!  [All  smile.  Laughs.]  Ha,  ha!  That’* 
>at  you  painters  call  a  fine  ouch  [To  Arthur.]  Bye  the  bye 
you  were  out  aga.  .  last  night.  Th<  landio.d’s  going  to  give 
u  uarru  g.  There’s  some  hing  so  mysterious  in  a  man  stay 

i  from  home  ever;  n  glit-so  he  says _ 

Arth.  [A  ide  ]  Tool! 

Eli.  [Aside.]  Is  this  true  ? 
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Mil.  Ill  no  business  of  mine,  but,  as  I  respect  you,  I  ilnuk 
it  proper  you  should  know  the  habits  of  your  friends — and  be 
is  a  Mend,  eb,  miss  ’  [Shake*  hi*  head. J  But  I’ve  souk  thing  of 
importance  to  communicate. 

Arth  [Aside.]  I  must  turn  the  tables  against  biin  !  [ Aloud  ] 
M  ore  complaints  against  poor  Joseph,  1  suppose  ? 

Mil  No.  Don't  mention  that  dare  devil  —  lie  is  always  in 
mischief, 

Mrs.  M.  Wh  it  lias  be  done  now  ? 

Mil.  Done }  Why.  madam,  lie  nearly  did  for  me.  I  was 
walking  by  the  canal,  and  merely  slopped  to  watch  a  group  of 
children  at  play,  when  something  struck  me  a  terrific  blow  on 
the  ancle,  and  a  shrill  voice  cried,  ‘*  Tike  care  of  your  pins, 
old  fellow  !”  It  was  your  amiable  grandson,  who  had  selected 
my  legs  as  a  mark  to  throw  penny  pieces  at.  When  1  attempt¬ 
ed  to  catch  the  rascal,  his  companions  surionnded  me,  called 
me  a  Guy,  hooted  and  pelted  me,  up  one  street  and  down  ano¬ 
ther,  mi  il  l  sought  refuge  here. 

Arth.  He  might  have  struck  you  accidentally. 

Mil.  No,  sir  —my  imagination  will  not  allow  that.  He’s  a 
bad  boy.  But  I’m  here  to  speak  ot  what  concerns  a  good  girl. 

Joseph.  [IVithout  ]  Eliza!  Grandmother!  [He  runs  on 
2  E.  R.  h.  his  clothes  covered  with  dirt;  and  soaked  with  water — 
his  teeth  chattering ,  and  shuddering  with  cold.  J  I  am  wet  through 
— run  for  a  coat,  Lizzy — oh  !  oh  1  -\h,  Mr.  Mildew  ' — 
(  Laughs.  J  —  such  a  ducking  !  I’m  so  gl*d  to  see  you — [Huns 
to  him,  embraces,  and  covers  him  with  mud. J — Never  mind — it’ll 
rub  oil’  when  it's  dry. 

Mrs.  M.  Where  have  you  been  1 

Jos.  Over  head  and  ears  in  the  canal  ! 

Mrs.  M.  The  canal  ' 

Mil.  [To  Arthur.]  There’s  a  study,  sir— nf*cr  Nature  and 
mud  ! 

Arth.  [Smiling.]  A  river  god, 

MU.  A  river  devil  ! 

Eli.  You’  I  catch  your  death  of  cold. 

Jos.  Tb  it's  nothing,  sister.  [ Shivering*]  Give  me  some  dry 
things. 

Mrs  M.  Fetch  him  some  dry  clothes.  How  did  you  get 
into  the  water  ? 

Jos  From  the  bridge.  A  run,  a  jump,  and  a  dive,  and  I 
found  myself  in  the  mud. 

Mil  [Aside.]  I  wish  he'd  stuck  here! 

Mrs.  M  You  might  have  he  n  drowned. 

Mil.  [Aside.]  Kittens  and  puppies  s oould  he  d  owned  ! 

Jos.  [ Overhears  Mildew  —pulls  his  handkerchief  from  his 
pocket  wringing  wet,  and  shakes  the  water  in  M ildew ’s face — 
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hm ;hing.]  Rather  wet,  ain’t  it  ?  [Mi'dew  wipes  Mg  face, 
clo'hes , 

Mrs.  U.  You  have  not  told  me  the  reason  of  your  jumping 
into  the  canal. 

Jos.  Reason?  There  was  no  reason  —  it  was  all  fancy. 

Mrs,  \1.  I  insist  up'n  knowing  the  truth. 

Mil.  So  do  I. 

J'S.  l)o  \ouJ  Are  you  my  gr  ndrnother,  pray?  To  be 
sure,  you  are  more  like  an  old  woman  thao  anything  else 
[Rliza  returns  with  blouse.  8fc. ] 

Arth.  [ Taking  his  blouse.']  Cbansre  your  dress  ■ — - 
Jot,  It  s  ail  right  — neve-  mind  me,  Mr.  Arthur.  How 
proud  you  looked  yesterday  when  I  saw  you  in  tba  Park — not 
a  word  for  me.  then  — seated  in  your  cab,  like  a  lord,  Was 
it  your  own  ?  What  a  prime  horse!  g 

Mrs.  M.  [Searching  the  pockets  of  blouse]  What’s  this? 

A  top  — apples  -marbles,  and  a  penny  piece - 

Jos.  [Snatching  it.]  That’s  my  Fetoli-’em-down.  Ain’t  it? _ 

[To  Mildew — holding  it  up  ] 

MU.  R  asca!  ! 

Eli.  Pray  change  your  clothes. 

Jos.  I  will  — I  will,  and  when  I  come  back,  1*11  tell  you  all 
about  M-.  Arthur’s  fine  cal*.  Have  a  game  at  marbles  ?  [SAetrs 
it  to  Mildew,  and  kneels  down — Mildew  shakes  his  head, ]  You 
won’t?  You  dou’t  like  Fetch-’em-down  ?  How  do  you  like 
this?  [Producing  pea-shooter.]  I’ll  bet  you  two  taws  to  a 
white  alley  !  hit  your  old  nose  first  go.  [Blows  it,  and  runs 
off  laughing  i>  f.] 

Mrs.  M.  That  boy  will  drive  me  mad  ! 

Aid  [To  Mrs.  M  J  I  wish  to  speak  to  you  alone, 

Arth.  [Comes  down,  R.  h.]  I’ll  take  my  Dnve.  To-mor¬ 
row  I  hope  to  finish  my  task.  to  portrait  ]  Good 

morning,  ladies.  Mr.  Mildew,  let  me  live  in  your  kind  ima¬ 
gination,  [#  ws,  and  exit  2  e.  R.  h.] 

Mil.  You  shall— for  a  coxcomb  !  Now,  madam.  [  Offers  his 
n  to  Mrs.  M,]  That  young  fellow’s  a  riddle,  but  I  won’t  give 
him  up.  As  I  told  you,  I  wish  to  speak  to  you  alone.  1  have 
a  proposal  to  make  in  which  this  young  lady  is  interested. 

Eli.  [Coming  down,  r,j  1  ? 

MU.  Yes  ;  to  propose  a  marriage, 

Mrs.  M.  With  whom,  pray? 

Mil  Mr.  Durant  the  greit  mercer  in  the  square. 

Eh.  Heavens  ! 

Air.  M  Mr.  D„r«m  baa  the  highest  character,  i.  a  wido.rr 

N  I!-’  Wb.l’a  iba  mailer,  child  ! 

Eh,  Nothing  —  no  liiug  1 

Mil  It's  joy,  of  course. 
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Eli  Pardon  mo,  i  ran  never  marry  Mr  O  irant. 

Mil.  Noi  marry  two  bousand  a  year ?  Tlie  world’*  at  au 
end  ! 

Eli.  I  don’t  like  h'm. 

Mr*.  M,  Von  wi'l,  b  and  bye.  I  disliked  my  husband  for 
five  and  twenty  years,  and  ado  id  him  afier  You’ll  alter  your 
mind,  I  «  arrant. 

Mil.  To  be  sure  she  will — but  we’ll  not  talk  to  her  ab  «t 
i  .  silly  girl — come  with  me,  and  we’ll  arrange  it  without  b<r. 
|  Mrs.  M.  and  Mildew  exeunt,  L.  H.  »  ] 

Eli  How  unfortunate  is  this  proposition  of  Mr,  Durant’s  — 

ut  this  time  too,  when  Aitbur - 

ARTHUR  re-enters  cautious'y,  R.  H. 

Arth.  Are  they  gone,  dearest  1 

Eli.  [ Coldly .]  Yes,  but  they  will  return  immedia’ely  sir 

Arth.  Sir  ?  Why  this  sudden  coldness  ?  Have  I  offended 
you  ?  If  so,  tell  me.  No  answer  ?  you  place  no  confidence  in 
me 

Kh.  I  h  ave  reason  to  complain  of  that,  sir — yonr  mysterious 
conduct,  constant  absence  tom  home,  excite  suspicion  in  all 
that  know  you. 

Arth.  I  assure  yon  it  is  business  that  calls  me  oat. 

Eli.  Formerly  you  were  always  here,  and  never  sought  a 
pretext  for  leaving  me.  You  no  longer  love  me. 

Arth.  On  my  soul  I  do  *  more  than  ever,  and  shall  always 
do  so  —  |  adm't  you  have  cause  to  suspect  me,  but  indeed,  in¬ 
deed  I  shall  never  cease  to  love  you!  [As  he  hisses  her, 
Joseph  peeps  in,  claps  his  hand,  and  cries  out,] 

Jos.  Ah  I  I’ve  caught  you  at  it,  have  I  ? 

Arth.  The  devil  !  [  Runs  out ,  2  E  R  H  ] 

.Jos  [Laughs.]  Stop — stop  !  come  back  and  kiss  her  again  * 
I)  >11  i  blush,  Liza  1  I  shall  kiss  all  the  girls  when  I’m  old 
enough  J  ftlr.  A  rthur  looks  as  proud  as  he  did  in  the  park, 
with  his  cab  and  his  tiger  ! 

Eli.  You  must  be  mistaken  !  Mr,  Arthur  is  only  a  portrait 
p. inter — too  poor  to  keep  a  cab. 

Tos.  Then  somebody  else  keeps  it  for  him*  It  was  he,  and 
as  for  his  tiger,  I  should  know  him  among  »  thousand. 

Eli.  How  came  you  to  jump  into  the  canal  ? 

Jos .  I’ll  tell  you.  I  was  playing  at  *'  Peg  in  the  Ring”  with 
mv  top  —  the  sleepy  one  !  [  Shews  top. f  This  is  the  fellow — he 
is  always  dozing — only  look  !  [ Spins  /op,  and  takes  it  up  in 
his  hand  ]  The  e’s  a  drone  for  you — never  awake  ! 

Eli.  Silly  boy  !  vou  won’t  tell  me,  then  ? 

Jos.  Yes,  ves!  I’m  coming  to  it  !  Whilst  T  was  playing,  [ 
beard  a  ory  of  d  stress,  and  »  crowd  of  people  ran  to  the  bridge 
—  I  ran  :6o  -dim1  ed  on  the  people’s  shoulders,  and  saw  a 


If)  THE  YOUNG  SCAMP. 

poor  little  child,  about  three  years  old,  slugging  in  the 
water— he  had  jumped  from  his  car-less  nurse’s  arras  into  the 
canal.  Some  ran  one  way — others  another,  calling  for  help! 
he  p  1  I  did  neither— another  moment,  and  the  child  would 
have  been  lost —one  step,  and  I  was  on  the  bridge— into  the 
water  !  plunged  —swam  after  him — saved  hint,  and  brought 
him  safe  and  sound  to  the  shore! 

Eli.  And  then - 

Jos.  I  finished  my  peg  top,  and  won  the  game  !  See  1  [<Sjpin« 
top  and  laughs.  J 

Eli.  Brave — kind  1  oy,  you  are  al ways  blamed  wrongfully. 

Jos.  Who  blames  me?  Mr  Arthur  1 

lilt.  No  !  he  always  speaks  well  of  you. 

Jos.  Perhaps  so  !  but  he  didn’t  give  me  a  ride  in  his  cab — 

I  jumped  up  behind,  though. 

Eli.  You  must  respect  him  for  his  friendship  towards  me. 

Jos.  Friendship  — ha,  ha!  1  know!  [  Imitates  hissing.] 

Eli.  If  you  love  me,  not  a  word  to  grandma,  or  Mr  Mil¬ 
dew. 

Jos  Mildew  ?  1  hate  the  old  sp  der  !  The  first  time  t  meet 
him  in  the  streets  I’ll  peg  his  gouty  toe!  [Josef)'!  spins  top 
forcibly  Mli.DF.w  re-entering  at  the  moment  with  M  Its.  Manly, 
receives  it  on  his  foot — he  calls  lustily  Jdr  aid — Joseph  catches 
his  top  up  and  runs  away :  followed  by  Mildew. 

Mil.  Will  you,  you  young  rascal?  Y  ou’re  a  bad  boy,  and 
will  come  to  a  bad  end  -  mind,  I  say  it. 

Jos.  And  i  say  I’m  going  to  have  another  spin.  [  Winds  top 
up.]  Take  care  of  your  legs  l 

Mil.  He  is  incorrigible  !  Good  bye,  madam — I’ll  call  again 
for  your  answer  to  my  proposal.  Oh,  you  voting  rascal  ! 
[Shakes  hi- hand  at  him,  and  hurries  off,  p.  h  d,,  rubbing  h  s 
leg.  Joseph  throws  himself  into  a  chair  c.,  and  laughs. J 

Mrs.  M  Your  folly  will  be  the  death  oi  me.  Go  to  vour 
business,  sir,  and  don’t  let  me  see  you  again  to-day.  [Turns 
away,] 

Jos.  [Running  to  her .1  I  won’t — 1  can’t  go  if  you  are  angry. 
I’ll  never  teaze  bint  any  more. 

Eli.  (r.)  Forgive  him  this  once. 

Mrs.  M.  No,  no — let  him  go  lazy,  undotiful  bh  he  is. 

J<>s.  [Half  crying.]  1  hat  s  right — go  on,  grandmother,  call 
me  anything  that’s  bad!  Go  on  « 

Mrs.  M .  You  deserve  it  — you  tear  and  deshoy  all  \otir 
c)o  lies,  tint  four  sister  has  to  work  hei  eyes  out  to  rep  ir. 

Jos  [ Kissing  Eliza-]  Dear  sister  ! 

Mrs.  M.  W  here  is  your  cap  ? 

Jos.  My  cap?  I  left  it  in  the  water. 

Mrs •  M.  And  it  cost  five  shillings. 
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Eli.  It  iv  s  very  old. 

Jos.  And  i’ll  make  another.  [Runs  to  table,  L  C„and  makes 
with  a  sheet  of  large  paper  a  cocked  hat,  and  places  it  on 
his  head.]  There,  that’s  better  than  the  one  I  lost.  [Mrs.  M 
smiles.  He  runs  to  her  and  embraces  her,]  Hurra!  she’s  laugh¬ 
ing — she’s  laughing  ! 

Mrs  jf.  [K  ssing  Aim,]  How  came  you  to  lose  vour  cap  ? 

R  i.  In  saving  a  poor  infant  from  being  drowned. 

Mrs.  M.  B  ess  you,  my  darling  •  Pray  work,  and  be  a  man. 

Jos.  [Dropping  on  his  knees  by  her  side.]  I  wi|l_I  wi  I 
some  day  work,  and  hard  too  1  I’ll  soon  be  above  t  e  other 
printers  in  the  office.  I’ll  soon  be  an  overseer — then  I’ll  be 
a  master— and  you  shall  live  iu  a  fine  house,  drink  wine,  and 
wear  silks  and  satins,  and,  for  Liza,  she  shall  be  married,  a  d 
have  a  fortune.  I’ll  do  it  all  for  you. 

lurs.  M.  You  promise  well,  dear — but  what  have  you  to  com¬ 
mence  with  ? 

Jos,  A  peg-top,  and  a  penny  piece  !  Laugh,  grandmother- 
laugh— only  once,  and  I’ll  go  to  work  comen  ediy.  [He  is  on 
the  back  of  her  chair,  and  kisses  her  as  she  looks  up.] 

Mrs.  M.  [Forcing  a  smile.]  Go,  there’s  a  dear— go  !  [Joseph 
is  going.]  L 

Eli  No  more  play,  mind. 

Jos.  What!  stop  my  play?  That’ll  never  do!  Good  bye, 
grandmother.  No,  no.  Miss  Lizzy!  I’ll  give  up  my  top  when 
you  give  up  you  know  what!  [ Imitates  kissing,  and  runs  off 
laughing,  f  r,  r,  h  ]  M 

Mrs.  M.  And  now,  Eliza,  what  do  you  say  to  Mr.  Durant’s 
proposition  this  morning  ? 

Eh  I  can  never  love  him  [  Throws  herself  into  Mrs 
M  anly’s  arms  ] 

Mrs.  M.  Never  love  him!  You  love  another?  is  it  Mr. 
Arthur  ? 

Eh.  I  did  not  say  so. 

Mrs.  M  But  I  guess  it  is  now,  His  determination  to  gain 
an  entrance  into  tba  house  —  his  assidui  ies  to  me— his 
mysterious  means  or  living,  are  all  very  equivocal. 

Eli.  You  did  not  say  so  this  morning,  grandma. 

Mrs.  M.  No,  I  was  in  the  wrong  IWi'de  «•  no  ices  it  our 
neighbours  talk  oi  it,  and  unless  he  explain*  himself,  his  visits 
must  end  this  day 

Mr.  Ml I. I>EW  hurries  oil,  '}  E  R.  H. 

MU.  (e.)  Excuse  me —  can’i  help  it  —  must  make  yon  as  happv 
as  myself  !  He’s  caught  at  last  !  [ Laughs J  Ha  ha  ! 

Mrs.  \1.  Woo  is  caught  sir? 

M  l.  Who  ?  whv  who  deserves  to  l>»  caught  but  vo  r  hope¬ 
ful  pel  *  He’s  in  the  hands  of  the  police.  |  ve  had  ,he  ba,,n,. 
pess  o'  seeing  him  dragged  to  the  statj  »  h  u$e! 
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Eh.  My  brother  ?  ,  .. 

Mrs  M.  For  Heaven’s  sake,  tell  me  of  my  poor  child -tell 

me,  I  entreat.  ...  i 

MiL  My  dear  madam,  I  have  told  you  more  already  than  1 

kn()W _ the  young  gentleman  is  in  custody  —  I  saw  it,  and  flew 

be  e  to  convey  the  joyful  intelligence  ! 

Eli.  You  saw  him.  sir  ? 

Mil.  I  had  that  felicity.  Miss! 

Eli.  ’Tis  impossible  l 

Mrs.  M.  What  crime  can  he  have  committed  ! 

Mil.  A  t  lie  ft  !  A  person  said  ne  had  stolen  a  coat  J 
Mrs.  M.  A  thief!  Joseph  a  thief  !  I  shall  die!  [ Much  ex¬ 
cited —  Eliza  supports  her  ] 

Mil.  Pray  make  yourself  easy — he’ll  only  be  transported  for 
his  natural  life  ! 

Mrs  M.  Eliza,  fly  to  him — go  and  comfort  him  [Eliza  is 
running  out  when  Joseph  appears.  2  E.  R.  H.,  meeting  her — she 
embraces  him.  Mildew  gets  L  H.] 

Jos.  UHoa,  Liza! 

Mrs.  M.  [Riaming  to  him  and  embraces  him.]  My  boy  1 
Jos.  Ulloa,  graodmother  I  what’s  the  matter  now  ? 

Mrs.  M.  Tell  me,  is  it  true  ’  have  you  Committed  a  theft  ? 
Jos.  [ Confounded .]  I,  a  thief!  ine  ?  you  can’t  believe  it, 
though  you  said  it  Suspect  me  of  theft  I  no,  no — you  can’t. 
Mrs.  M.  I  never  did,  dear — calm  yourself. 

Jus.  W  ho  told  you  such  a  villainous  falsehood?  [Jn  a  great 
rage.]  Tell  me  ! 

Mil.  I  Aside.]  I’m  rather  uncomfortable  ! 

Eli.  [ Pointing  to  Mildew.]  There  is  your  accuser! 

Jos.  1  thought  so — he  is  always  trying  to  make  mischief 
between  me  and  grandmo  her — but  to  accuse  me  of  theft-— let 
me  get  at  him  —  I’ll  break  every  bone  in  his  ugly  skin  — let 
me  get  at  him!  [He  struggles  to  reach  Mildew,  but  is  prevented 
bij  Mrs.  Manly  and  Eliza.  Mildew  runs  behind  tables ,  chairst 
tifc,,  much  alarmed.] 

Mil.  [  Aside  ]  What  a  ferocious  giant  ! 

Mrs.  M.  Perhaps  he  only  thought 

Jos.  He  had  no  business  to-think —  he  shan’t  think  —  let  me  go. 
Mrs.  M.  [_ To  Mildew.]  Leave  us,  sir,  till  be’scalm. 

Jos.  !le  shall  not  quit  this  house  until  I’m  satisfied, 

Eli,  [Reprovingly.]  Joseph  ! 

Mrs.  M.  Come  with  me — iny  presence  will  proteot  vou  from 
this  headstrong  boy  !  This  way.  [Going,  L.  h.] 

Mil.  I  place  myself  and  property  under  your  protecting  wing, 
madam.  [Trembling  and  following  Mrs.  M.  Just  as  Mildew 
reaches  the  door,  Joseph  breaks  from  Eliza,  and  runs  to  Mildew, 
end  pinches  his  leg,  barking  like  a  dog.  Mildew  runs  into  room.] 
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Jos.  [ As  .Mildew  goes  into  room,]  Miud,  old  fellow,  xou’r#* 
not  ou!  of  the  house  yet. 

Ei.  Were  you  taken  by  the  police  ? 

Jos.  Yes,  by  mistake.  A  man  accused  me  of  breaking  a 
window,  and  I  was  being  maroked  off  to  prison  with  a  com¬ 
mon  thief,  when  Mr.  Arthur  drove  by  in  bis  fine  oab,  saw  m*, 
jumped  out,  and  whispered  a  few  words  to  the  policeman — I 
was  instantly  released,  but  before  I  could  speak  to  him,  be  was 
in  bis  cab  again,  and  off. 

Eli.  Arthur ! 

Jos.  Yes,  audit’s  my  opinion  he’s  an  impostor  I 

Eli,  [Excited.]  An  impostor  1 

Jos.  What  a  way  yon’ie  in.  1  tell  you  he  is  a  deceiver  1 
I  know  him  now — his  name,  connections,  and  rank. 

Eli.  Who  told  x ou  this  ?  [ Sinks  in  a  chair ,  C.] 

Jos.  His  tiger.  I  met  him,  played  at  marbles,  and  let  him 
win.  Oaring  the  game,  he  let  me  into  all  his  master’s  secrets. 
His  master,  Mr.  Arthur,  is  a  rich  man— son  to  a  general,  and 
his  painting  is  all  sham.  Now  ain’t  he  a  deceiver,  eh  ? 

Eli.  [,<4.y»cie.]  Good  heavens! 

Jos.  1  learnt  something  else— that  be  was  going  to  be  mar¬ 
ried  in  a  few  days  to  a  rich  heiress. 

Eli.  Married!  [Aside.]  Can  he  have  betrayed  met 

Jos.  But  the  best  of  the  joke  is,  that  he  is  in  love  with 
somebody  else — a  poor  girl  —  whom  be  intend?  to  deceive  like 
the  rest,  Bless  yon,  be  is  a  regular  bad  one  !  [Eliza  throws 
herself  on  his  neck.]  Liza,  what  ails  you  ? 

Eli.  [Bursting  into  tears.]  Lost  !  dishonoured  !  oh,  Arthur 
—  Arthur  ! 

Jos.  [Starting.]  What’s  that?  what  do  I  hear?  you  my 

sister — my  Liza,  disbon - no — no— no — I  cannot  even  spesk 

the  word. 

Eli.  [Leaning  on  his  neck.]  Do  not  scorn  me — bide  mp  from 
the  world,  bat  do  not  leave  your  unfortunate  sisier,  [  Weeps  J 

Jot ,  [ Shuddering ,]  Leave  you  ?  never — never  !  We  must 
not  say  anything  before  grandmother.  If  she  knew  she  had 
reoeived  such  a  man  in  ber  bouse,  it  would  kill  her.  She 
prides  herself  so  much  on  her  honour,  poor  old  soul  ! 

Eli,  Me  promised  me — swore  to - 

Jos.  Hush  !  [Puts  his  hand  on  her  mouth.]  Say  no  more. 
She  is  ooming — it  would  be  her  death.  [The  L.  H.  D  , opens,  and 
Mrs.  M  a  nly  enters,  followed  timidly  by  MiLDBW.J  Look  gay — 
smile  1  [Sighs, J  Oh  ! 

Mrs.  M.  Pray  don’t  be  alarmed,  sir. 

Mil.  Not  at  all,  madam  —  hut  I  should  li  e  to  know  if  the 
young  gentieman’s  passion  is  over  before  I  enter. 

Jos.  r  With  a  forced  smile.]  Conic  in  — come  in — it’s  all  for- 
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gotten _ now  we  are  triends  [Shakes  hi *  hand  violent  y.}  I’m 

g,ad  to  see  you.  [ Returns  to  K.iza.]  Laugh -g.uumotnei  is 
looking  at  you  1—1  an.  merry,  you  see,  very -very - 

Cries,  aside ,1  . 

Mrs.  M.  Mr.  Mildew  has  been  telling  me  vefv  ui.pl  a-;:nt 

things  of  Mr.  Arthur.  1  (ear  he  deceives  us-  he  is  no.  what 

he  appears  to  be, 

jo s.  |  To  Eliza.]  Can  she  suspect  ?  What  do  yoasay,  grand¬ 


mother  1  , 

Mrs.  M.  Say  ?  That  you  should  remember  the  dying  words 

of  your  father.  To  your  care  was  left  the  honour  ot  yonr 
family— bis  only  bequest  — bis  good  name,  and  you  promised 
him  on  his  death  bed  to  preserve  it. 

Jos  l  did— I  did  promise  1  remember  it  well.  My  father 
when  he  was  dying,  ca  led  us  to  his  bed-side— Eliza  and  my¬ 
self,  two  motherless  cbildten  —  when  we  looked  at  him  he  cried 

_ 1  saw  the  tears  run  down  his  pale  manly  cheeks,  and  we 

cried  loo.  He  bade  O'  be  comforted,  and  said— oh,  I  remem¬ 
ber  it  well — “  Joseph  ”  be  said,  **  you  love  your  sister — by 
and  bye,  when  you  become  a  man,  you  must  be  a  protecio  to 
her,  guard  her  against  the  snares  of  vice — you  are  po  r,  but 
be  honest— all  1  leave  \ou  is  the  name  of  a  soldier,  and  an 
honourable  man — support  that  name,  and  watch  over  her  *  He 
joined  our  bands,  embraced  us,  and  with  a  blessing  on  his  lips, 
expired.  [JU  iveep  but  Miidew.] 

Eli.  [Aside."]  My  beait  «.  ill  burst! 

Jos.  How  have  I  merited  my  father’s  confidence  ?  by  ne¬ 
glect  and  folly!  My  poor  sister!  [Snatching  her  hand.]  I 
ought  to  be  scorned — you — you  shall  be  avenged  —  for  your 
sake  I’ll  be  a  man.  [Puts  Eliza  otter.]  Grandmother,  speak  to 
her — comfort  her — she  deserves  it  !  It’s  all  my  fault  —  1  ought 
to  have  protected  her  !  The  villain  1  he  shall  account  to  me 
for  all— yes — yes — I  will  be  a  man — 1  will  be  a  man  !  [Mrs. 
Manly  runs  to  Eliza.  Mildew  appears  astonished.  Joseph 
ashes  out ,  as  Scene  closes.] 


SCENE  II.— An  Apartment  in  General  Beauvoir's  House , 

The  General  enters,  r.  h.,  with  a  newspaper — Mrs  Sw.\Ns- 

doWN  following. 

Gen.  No  no,  no  ! 

Mrs.S.  Yes,  yes,  yes! 

Gen.  Plague  ! 

Mrs  S.  Pest!  I  want  —  - 

Gen.  [/?eor/...]  *  An  asylum  for  the  dumb'”  Vo,  rn — that 
won  t  suit  you. 

Mrs.  S.  \ou  are  a  cross  ill  d  sposed  creature  1 


IS 
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Gen.  Because  I  speak  (be  truth. 

Mrs.  $  You  always  contradict  me. 

Gen,  1 1  s  my  only  amusement,  except  the  gout,  and  1  don’t 
know  which  is  the  most  painful. 

Mrs*  S.  Then  you  ought  to  be  grateful  (o  me,  sir. 

Gen,  Grateful  *  I  have  served  live  and  thirty  years  in  all 
parts  of  the  globe  tired  away  in  battles,  melted  away  in  marches, 
been  frozen  in  trenches,  and  thawed  again  bv  red  hot  shot  — 
but  may  my  sword  fail  tne  if  ever  i  encountered  such  a  tr.al 
as  an  obstinate  woman’s  tongue. 

Mrs.  S  vVhy  don’t  you  beat  a  retreat,  general  ? 

Gen.  There’s  no  retreat,  but  the  grave — you  know  J  c  n’t 
move  with  the  gout — no  sleep  by  night  for  it,  or  rest  by  day, 

Mrs,  S.  Your  humble  servant,  eh,  brother  ?  Despite  you 
spleen,  I  will  be  beard.  Arthur  mast  marry  my  choice. 

Gen,  Marry  him  yourself,  but  don  t  annoy  me  ! 

Arthur  enters,  l.  h. 

Arth.  [Botos,]  Good  morning,  sir.  Aunt,  I  am  deligh  ed 
to  see  you  so  early. 

Gen.  I’m  glad  to  hear  it.  Perhaps  you’ll  relieve  me  from 
her  delightful  conversation. 

Mrs.  S,  Thank  you,  nephew.  I  am  rejoiced  to  find  some 
politeness  in  the  family.  Call  upon  me  duttng  the  morning— 
I  have  something  to  communicate  rela  ive  *.o  your  proposed 
marriage,  of  importance. 

Gen,  Do,  boy,  do  anything  to  quiet  her. 

Mrs.  S.  Brother,  tou’re  a  brute  ! 

Gen.  Sister,  you’re  a  fool  ! 

Mrt.  S.  Cross  old  wretch!  [  Exits  rapidly,  c.] 

Gen.  Rather  a  pleasant  accompaniment  for  a  gouty  invalid  ! 
Well,  hoy,  what’s  the  ne.vs  ?  what  have  you  been  doing  with 
yourself  these  two  days? 

Arth.  Sir  ? 

Gen.  Nothing,  of  course  !  your  general  occupation. 

Arth.  I  occupy  myself,  sir,  in  accordance  with  my  fortune 
and  station. 

Gen,  Of  course  you  do  Balls,  plays,  the  opera,  up  all 
night,  asleep  all  day  —  killing  time,  as  you  term  it.  Take  care 
Time  don’t  return  the  compliment  and  kill  yon!  Look  at  my 
goat — it  is  the  fag  end  of  a  pleasant  life  ! 

Arth.  You  are  severe,  sir. 

Gen.  It’s  my  humour.  You’ve  beard  about  the  match  your 
aunt  proposes  — will  you  many  ?  It’s  a  noble  family — rioh  and 
honourable  !  why  don’t  yon  speak,  boy  ? 

Arth.  Plenty  of  lime  yet,  sir. 

Gen,  For  happiness  !  Bah  !  I’m  ashamed  of  yon  !  Is  it  to 
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much  trouble  ?  are  you  in  love  already,  sir  ?  Attention  an¬ 
swer  me  !  Who  is  the  girl  ? 

Arth.  [Confused,]  Can  you  suppose,  sir - 

Gen.  Why  not  ?  I  loved  forty  women  before  I  was  hall  your 
age.  [Taking  his  hand.]  Come,  come — you’re  a  go  od  fellow  — 
make  me  your  confidante — merge  the  father  in  the  friend. 

Arth.  I  have  no  secrets  from  you. 

Gen.  Well,  I  won’t  press  my  questions,  'lad.  Go  to  my 
sister — she’ll  settle  it  all — leave  the  women  alone  for  match¬ 
making.  Go,  and  return  quickly.  [Arthur  bows,  and  exit  R.] 
He’s  a  fine  fellow,  and,  despite  his  fashionable  follies,  not 
likely  to  commit  an  evil  act.  [Exit  L.  H. 


SCENE  III. — A  Saloon  in  the  Generals  H  use-  d.  i>i  v 
Doors  R.  h.  and  l.  h.  Sofa,  Tables,  Chairs.  Sfc.  on. 

[A  noise,  as  if  persons  disputing  heard.] 

Jos.  [Without.]  1  will  go  in  !  I  will  see  the  General  1 

William.  [Without.]  You  can’t — impossible  ! 

Jos.  [Without.]  I  will  1  [The  doors  are  burst  open,  and 
Joseph  rushes  in — his  dress  much  disordered — William,  a  Valet, 
following.  The  General  enters.  Picture. J 

Gen.  Why  this  uproar  ?  Who  is  this  boy,  William  ? 

WH.  I  can’t  tell,  sir.  He  forced  bis  way  past  me,  and  in¬ 
sisted  on  speaking  to  you  alone. 

Gen.  How  is  this,  sir?  What  do  you  desire  ? 

Jos,  Justice  ! 

Gen.  Justice,  boy  ? 

Jos.  Yes.  And  I  expect  it— [JBoies.] — at  the  hands  of  a 
brave  man. 

Gen.  Speak — what  have  ;ou  to  say  ? 

Jos.  It  concerns  your  son. 

Gen.  Leave  us,  William.  [ Exit  William.]  Speak  out  boldly 
—what  have  you  to  say  of  Mr.  Arthur.  Remember,  I’m  his 
father- . — 


Jos.  [ Playing  with  his  cap.]  I  am  sorry  for  it, 

Gen.  Explain  yourself. 

/os.  1  will,  General.  I  live  at. home  with  a  poor  grandmo 
ther— a  dear  old  soul  ! — and  my  sister— she’s  an  angel  !— w 
were  all  happy  fellows,  when  your  son  came  to  lodge  in  th 
same  honse,  meanly  disguised  as  an  artiste— a  painter— anc 

Mmsllf-6',6000  °f  Ukiug  Srand"K>ther’s  portrait,  he  insinuate 
himself  into  onr  once  happy  home.  Oh,  his  manners  were  s 

mvnLt8°  ?ra,ai  Grandmo,lier  !°™d  him -I  loved  him- 
^rrf,X1b"  *"  He  ia  a  villain 
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Gen .  [  With  interest .]  How  •  My  son  may  be  thoughtless, 
but  his  heart  is  good.  -  .r 

Jos.  No,  no — it’s  bad — very  bad  l  He  has  dared  to  mislead 
my  sister — the  child  of  a  brave  man — whose  only  fortune  was 
her  good  name  !  be  has  dared  to  bring  misery  on  me,  who  loved 
ber  more  than  life — on  the  poor  old  woman  who  trusted  him— 
and  yet  you  cal!  this  folly  !  I  say,  he  has  dared  to  dishonour 
my  sister,  and  1  come  to  yon,  his  father,  for  redress  ! 

Gen  Th  s  is  the  fruit  of  his  polished  society  !  He  shall 
atone— quit  Paris  instantly  ■ 

Jos.  And  my  sister  1 

Gen.  Hem  !  Your  sis’er  —  it's  unfortunate — I  can  feel  for 
your  grief  If  money  can  repair - 

Jos,  [Wildly. \  Money  !  Can  money  atone  for  injuries  like 
my  sister’s  ?  He  came— he  lied  ! 

Gen.  Lied  ! 

Jos.  Cowardly  lied  !  She  wasn’t  dazzled  by  splendonr  or  by 
riches.  No,  as  a  man  of  bumble  rank  he  won  her  —  swore  to 
marry  her— [  The  General  drops  his  handkerchief — Joseph 
crosses  to  get  it,  and  treads  on  the  General’s  gouty  foe.] — now 
you  talk  of  money — oh,  no,  n<>  ! 

Get i,  [As-de  1  This  b  >y’s  words  make  a  strange  impression 
on  me.  What  would  you  have  me  do  ? 

Jos  Do?  make  him  marry  her  !' 

Gen.  Mdrrv  her  ? 

Jos.  And  whj  not  ? 

Gen.  ’Tis  impossible  ! 

Mrs.  Swansdovvn  enters,  c. 

Mrs.  S.  Oh,  brother  brother — my  dear  li  t  e  Charles  has 
had  such  a  miraculous  e  cape.  When  i  returned  home  I  found 
that  he  had  just  fallen  into  the  canal  Luckily  his  life  was 
preserved  by  a  hrave  boy,  who  at  the  risk  of  bis  own - 

Gen.  I  m  rejoiced  to  hear  it.  [Aside.]  I  have  news  for  you. 
Your  hopeful  nephew  has  ruined  the  peace  of  a  young  gii) — 
that  is  her  brother — [/bin/s  to  Joseph.] — he  seeks  redress  at 
my  hands. 

Mrs.  S.  Poor  Arthur  !  What  can  he  do  ? 

Jos.  Restore  the  aeace  of  a  whole  family.  Give  my  sister  an 
honourable  name — that  of  wife  ! 

Mrs.  S.  \_$miling.~\  Ally  himself  to  an  unkown  connection  ? 

Jos.  It  is  droll —  is  it  not,  madam — very  droll,  for  a  young 
man  in  his  station  to  amuse  himself  by  bringing  ruin  and  deso¬ 
lation  on  a  humble  family  ?  What  is  it  to  him  ?  nothing — 
mere  amusement.  There  is  uo  law  to  punish  an  ac1  that  de¬ 
stroys  the  happiness  and  honour  of  the  poor.  A  fond  old  mo¬ 
ther,  dying  heart-broken  at  the  disg  ace  of  her  chi  d,  is  an 
excellent  subject  for  laughter,  is  it  not  ?  You  need  not  fear, 
itudam—  laugh  on  —  the  world  will  join  you.  I  he  rich  aud 
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Jos.’  Ye*"11  He  died  of  the  wounds  he  received  in  the  defence 
of  his* country,  as  a  brave  man  should  do. 

Gen.  His  name  ? 

Jos.  Meunier. 

Gen.  Meunier  1  Did  be  serve  at  Martinique  7 

Jos.  He  was  then  a  cornet  Mvfnnt 

Gen.  The  very  man  to  whom  I  owe  my  life  .  My  foot 

slinned  while  getting  into  the  boat  over  the  ship  s  side,  and 
wfE  ihe  waier.  Ve  ,.«»•  fellow  plo.ged  ,»  after  » 
like  a  water  spaniel— and  it’s  no  joke  to  jump  in  theJ®’  1 
tell  you.  for  sharks  are  plentiful -however  out  he  pulled  me 
and  a  friendship  was  founded  between  us  which  I  hoped  wou  d 
last  through  life.  But  fate-or,  rather,  our  m.  itary _  duties 
separated  us,  and  ’tis  many  years  since  I  heard  of  him.  A  a 
you,  poor  orphans— you  his  children-rise  !  [ Embracing 

them,  ] 

Enter  Mr».  SwaNSDOWN,  C.  . 

Mrt.  S.(L .)  Dear  Brother,  I’ve  arranged  all  our  difficulties 
The  young  girl  so  unfortunately  connected  with  Artnur  shall 
live  with  me.  I’ve  found  a  place  for  her.  , 

Gen.  So  have  I,  sister— near  my  heart !  My  home  is  hers. 

She  never  quits  me  again. 

Jos.  Huzza  '  Do  you  hear  that  ?  Hold  up  your  head,  Liza  . 
Re-enter  ARTHUR,  C. 

Gen.  They  are  the  cbiidren  of  a  brave  mau,  and  I  will  take 

care  of  them,  if  they  consent.  ,  - 

Jos.  And  grandmother,  too?  [.General  takes  his  hand, J 

Mrs.  S.  Brother  ! 

Arth.  [Comes  down,  L.]  Eliza  !  ^ 

Gen.  Wliv  do  you  come  here,  sir  ? 

Arth.  To'tell  you  how  bitterly  I  repent  my  deceit— to  tell 
you  that  1  have  enrolled  my  name  in  the  list  of  my  country  s 
defenders  and  if  Heaven  spires  my  life,  on  mv  return  I  will 
supplicate’  the  band  and  forgiveness  of  her  I  have  injured. 

Eli ,  Arthur! 

Gen.  Go,  sir — and  when  you  are  worthy  of  her  hand,  return. 
Mrs.  S.  He  shall  never  marry  with  my  consent. 

Gen.  He  sha  1  with  mine  Not  marry?  Bv  the  honour  ot 
my  country,  he  shall  do  it  at  once  !  Present  arms,  boy 
mak-  voor  peace,  beg  forgiveness,  and  I’ll  marry  you  before 
night  !  [Passes  VJ iza  to  Arthur.] 

Jos.  Huzza  for  the  General  ! 

Gen  What  do  vo  i  say  to  that,  sister  ? 

Mrs,  S.  You’re  a  provoking  old  war  horse  !  The  honour  o, 
thetfamilv  is  (ost  !  I  Grosses  R  ]  1  disown  ycu  all!  I’1'  smigra  e 
—repudiate  —  and  hate— hate  you  all,  as  long  as  1  live  t 

[Exit  R.  H 


THE  YOUNG  SCAMP.  ?\ 

Gen.  [To  Arbor  j  Your  aunt’s  mad  !  Your  wife  shall  re¬ 
main  with  me  unlit  the  campaign  is  over.  And  yon,  tny  brave 
lad,  what  will  you  he? 

Jos.  Just  what  I  am.  A  young  scamp,  and  my  grandmother’s 
pet  I 

Gen.  I  should  like  to  do  somreluug  for  you.  What  oan  I 
give  you  ? 

Jos.  Y  our  hand— and  let’s  l  ave  a  game  at  peg-top.  [ The 
General  gives  him  his  hand — he  shakes  it  heartily.']  I’m  so 
happy!  I  could  >1  ay  all  dav  1  Sister’s  happy!  I  know  you 
are — [  To  the  Ge  neral.]—  so  will  poor  old  grandmother  be  I 
What  shall  I  say  to  her  about  you,  my  friends?  May  I  ven¬ 
ture  to  tell  her  vou  approve  of  my  conduct  ?  and  that  for  the 
sake  of  the  good  qualities  of  The  G  andmother’s  Pet,”  you 
forgive  the  freaks  and  follies  of  “  The  Young  Scamp.” 
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Jos  ‘  Yes.  He  died  of  tbe  wounds  he  received  in  the  defeno® 
of  his  country,  as  a  brave  man  should  do. 

Gen.  His  name  ? 

Jos.  Meunier.  __  . 

Gen.  Meunier!  Did  be  serve  at  Martinique  r 

Jos.  He  was  then  a  oornet  ,  •»»  r  * 

Gen.  Tbe  very  man  to  whom  I  owe  my  life  .  My  foot 

slipped,  while  getting  into  the  boat  over  the  ship’s  side,  ano  1 
fell  in  o  the  water.  The  gallant  fellow  plunged  in  after  me 

like  a  water  spaniel— and  it’s  no  joke  to  jump  iu  there,  1  can 

tell  you.  for  sharks  are  plentiful —however,  out  he  pulled  me, 
and  a  friendship  was  founded  between  us  which  I  hoped  would 
last  through  life.  But  fate— or,  rather,  our  un  itary  duties— 
separated  us,  and  ’lis  many  years  since  I  heard  of  him.  And 
you,  poor  orphans — you  his  children— rise  !  [ Embracing 

them,] 

Enter  Mr».  Swansdown,  c. 

Mrt.  S.  (L.)  Dear  Brother,  I’ve  arranged  all  our  difficulties 
The  young  girl  so  unfortunately  connected  with  Arthur  shall 
live  with  me.  I’ve  found  a  place  for  her. 

Gen,  So  have  I,  sister — near  my  heart  f  My  home  is  hers. 

She  never  quits  me  again. 

Jos.  Huzza  '  Do  you  hear  that  ?  Hold  up  your  head,  Liza  l 
Re-enter  ARTHUR,  C- 

Gen.  They  are  the  children  of  a  brave  man,  and  I  will  take 
care  of  them,  if  they  consent. 

Jos.  And  grandmother,  too  ?  [General  takes  his  hand.] 

Mrs.  S.  Brother  ! 

Arth.  [Comes  down,  L.]  Eliza! 

Gen.  Why  do  you  come  here,  sir  ? 

Arth.  To  tell  you  how  bitterly  I  repent  my  deceit— to  tell 
you  that  l  have  enrolled  my  name  in  the  list  of  tny  country  s 
defender  and  if  Heaven  spires  my  life,  on  my  return  1  will 
supplicate  the  hand  and  forgiveness  of  her  I  have  injured. 

Eli ,  Arthur! 

Gen.  Go,  sir — and  when  you  are  worthy  of  her  hand,  return. 
Mrs.  S.  He  shall  never  marry  with  my  consent. 

Gen.  He  sha  1  with  mine  Not  marry?  Bv  the  honour  of 
my  country,  be  shall  do  it  at  once  1  Present  arms,  hoy 
mak'  your  peace,  beg  forgiveness,  and  I’ll  marry  you  betore 
night  !  [Passes  E/iZa  to  Arthur.] 

Jos.  Huzza  for  the  General  ! 

Gen  W  bat  do  vo  i  say  to  that,  sister  ? 

Mrs.  S.  You’re  a  provoking  old  war  horse  !  The  honour  o. 
thetfamilv  is  (inst  !  i Crosses  R  "j  I  disown  vcu  all!  J”’  amigra  a 
—repudiate —and  hate— bate  you  all,  as  long  as  I  live  t 

[Exit  R.  H 
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Gen.  [7Y»  Ar  tnir  j  Your  aunt's  mad  !  Your  wife  shall  re¬ 
main  with  me  until  the  campaign  is  over.  And  yon,  my  brave 
lad,  what  will  you  he  ? 

Jos.  Just  what  [  am.  A  young  scamp,  and  my  grandmother’s 
pet  ! 

Gen.  I  should  like  to  do  somediiug  for  you.  What  oan  I 
give  you  ? 

Jos.  Your  hand — and  let's  l  ave  a  game  at  peg-top.  [The 
General  gives  him  his  hand — he  shakes  it  heartily .]  I’m  so 
happy!  I  could  >lay  all  dav  1  Sister’s  happy!  I  know  you 
[To  the  G.  neral.]—  so  will  poor  old  grandmother  be  l 
What  shall  I  say  to  her  about  you,  my  friends?  May  I  ven¬ 
ture  to  tell  her  vou  approve  of  my  conduct  ?  and  that  for  the 
sake  of  the  go<>d  qualities  of  ,f  The  G  andmother’s  Pot,”  you 
forgive  the  freaks  and  follies  of  “  The  Young  Scamp.” 
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OF  THE  CURTAIN. 
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